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SLOPER’S BANK HOLIDAY AT CROMER. 


“The Order of the Chuck having been bestowed upon him at Yarmough, Poor Pupa has for the present taken up his abode at Cromer, I am afraid, 
though, that Cromerites generally do not quite appreciate the honour conferred upon them, and the grand Circus, especially organised for their amusement on 
Bank Holiday, has received a considerable amount of cold shouldering. In nd way dismayed, though, Papa is determined that they ‘shall’ be entertained, even 
if it ts against their will, According to the advertisements, therefore, three jperfurmances will be given daily, whether the weather permits or not.”—Tootsit. 


RIVER THIEVES. 


In July, 1832, Mr. William Wilkinson, managing clerk to 
Mesers, Williams, Jacob and Co., merchants, of Hare Court, 
Aldersgate Street, met with his death on the River Thamee. 
The case produced a deep sensation throughout London 
and for a long time tended to  wapbaer persons fond o 
rowing from pursuing their favourite pastime. | 

Mr. Wilkinson, accompanied by a friend, Mr. Smales, a | 
stationer, of 36 Aldersgate Street, one evening hired a buat \ 
of Mr. Hodges, near Blackfriars Bridge, with the intention 
of going for « row up the river. They had got as far as 
Vauxhall Bridge when, through the falling shades of night, 
they saw two boats drawing towards them and, as thev 
fancied, dogging them. They at first did not attach much 
importance to the circumstance, but pulling on through the 
bridge they reached a spot near to the lock of the Grosvenor 
Canal. The boats, they found, were gaining on them 
rapidly, and Mr. Wilkinson said to his companion that he 
did not like the look of them, At this moment Mr. Smales 
drew his watch from his pocket and found that it was ten 
o'clock, on which Mr. Wilkinson suggested that they could 
pull on for ten minutes longer, and then return with the 
tide and take a glass of ale at the Spread Eagle Tavern, 9 
much frequented waterside house, 

They had just taken their sculls in their hands and pulled i 
fhunal veckerpashun wos as ease to overcome as this ‘ere old gent would be! face with the eelf-same “old gept,” the “overcoming bnsiness" scarcely turucl out & few strokes when they found they had come in contact ' 
Life wonkl be Leer an’ skittles then, if you like!” to be a success—quite the y, in fact 1 with one of the suspicious boats. Mr. Wilkinsou 
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THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES, 


“ Till.” observed the burglar jocosely to his pal, “T wish the risk of onr pnrfes- Yet sal to relate, when theis professional occupation duly brought them face to 
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endeavonred to clear the “funny” in which he was from the 
other, but his efforts were unavailing. There were two persons in 
the boat along-ide, and one of them, whose appearance was 
remarkable from his wearing a blue and white nigat ca made a 
snatch at Wilkinson and Smates’s coats Iving at the feet of the 
former, aud drew them into his boat, which was a light skill, and 
then ne and ‘aa companion directly shoved off and rowed away 
Witte dD epeed, 

Smales vised his scull and tried to strike the night-capped man, 
and at the same time Wilkinson sprang from his boat and seizes 
the ganwale of the receding skiff, The second boat was, at this 
moment, seen to be rowed away at great speed ; but Mr, Smales's 
attention was directed to his friend, who, still clinging to the 
thieves’ boat, was immersed in the water, He saw that he was 
struck repentediy and with great violence over the head and hands 
by the thieves’ sculls, 

Snmutles shouted * Marder!" and seeing the danger of his friend. 

threw to him two of the sculls of their boat. His efforts to save 
hite, however, were futile, and he saw him sink, apparently over- 
powered by the blows he had received. The boat, in which were 
their assailiuits, was now rowed quickly away, and the waiter and 
“Jack in the Water” at the Spread Eagle, alarmed by the outcry, 
ub Off to the assistance of Mr. Smales, He told them what hac 
barpeneil: Other assistance was obtained, and drags procured, but 
to no purpose, and the body of the poor zentleman (he was aged 
bni twenty-tive) wos washed ashore two days later, opposite the 
very spot where it had sunk. There was evidence of great violence, 
The nose was broken, and the head, face and hands were horribly 
bruised and disfigured, At the inquest the surgeon stated that the 
Injuries themselves would have been enough to cause death, but 
suggested that in all probability they had created insensibility, and 
thar the deceased having sunk had died from suffocation, 

Meanwhile, some well-known river thieves had been taken into 
custody by Mitchell, one of the Thames Police. The morning after 
the crime ihe skiff, which had been used by the thieves and which 
had been stolen from the yard of a boat-builder named Moore, was 
found at Nine Elms, Vauxhall, on the opposite shore to that on 
which the Spread Eagle is situated, and it was discovered to have 
Peon purloined by two notorious characters named Kennedy and 

brown, 

The stolen coats and some partially destroyed papers were found 
at these men's lodgings, and the thieves were tried and sentenced 
to death, During the course of the trial, however, circumstances 


robbing Mr. Wilkinson they admitted. Anyhow, the thieves were 
not hanged, but were transported for life, and thus ends this strange 


rlory. 
(Newt week, “A wicked old Man.”) 
a 
Bak GARDNIN, 
Ma seclected a propper broom andle. 
* * e 


* . * 
For reesings wich can consurn noboddi but Bludstane Bil an 
yours truli, wee ar, att present, add verse to seddentairi ockipash uns. 


(New weak, VENGINS!!!) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
eos 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Just the sort ta suit you, BERTHA; Many thanks for kindly 
note. Very pleased tu hear it, JIMMIE; He's another SLOPER 
“pute” Highly recommended, DARESTH.  Glasecs? no, MAC- 
DONALD, paris. Wonderful, inderd, A TREASURE ; But the Aged 
never fails, Quite alone, AN IRISH READER ; Much obliged for 
all you say. Not at present, SEASIDE READER: Though he 
doubtless will some day. Very eleeer, OLD SUBSCRIBER, But a 
little—well, you know, Really, BONUWACE, we neecr Thought 
that Mae had sunk sv low, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. &d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 68. 6d. 
In Stumps ov P.0.008 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tue SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on applicativn, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE, 
— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will he paid to the neat-of kin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), ache shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Latlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
HoLipay” be finind upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLoPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that timc, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 

Wr, Oh—haw—weally, Miss Clawa, I'm considered wather a dog, 
you know, [ a:sure you. 

She Cooldly). 1 can quite believe it, 

Tle. Yaeas. 

Sic. Yes, 1 should call you a very fine specimen of a derchound 
puppy. Lied 


WueEws Jones begins his work at seven 
Ech morn, the fact there's no disguising 
Tiat we who sleep till past eleven 
Do much admire his early rising. 
Tut, conid we hear the self-eame Jones, 
What time he dresses, exercising 
His tongue with oaths, and growls and groans, 
We'd not admire his SURLY rising ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—6y Miss Sloper. 
No. 688.—The “Cowes Bathing” Costume. 


“Clever! whoi at five ycar old that ‘cre 
little nipper ‘ud pick a pocket as well as 
yuu or me could! 
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Mum’ Mow,¢s Frat ey sant, 
GRAVE PCAULHT AMEEE 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 


Ted. Vil bet yuu a fiver, Kate, that (‘ve back the uext winner. 
Kate, No, thanks, But what makes you so cocksure ? 
What? Because I've backed every biessed horse in tie race. 


No, 68.—Hook. 


~[Saturday, August 3, 1875. 


Self-Made Man. Yes, sir, 1 made my position entirely myself, 
without any help or assistance from anyone, and precious hard 
work I found it. 

Man Made to Order, Ah! yer, quite so. Very eweditable, M11 
sure ; but you'd find it harder to lose it. 

ss 
s 

Bullion, Are you—er—er—a judge of paintings? 

Jarhina, Yes; but I don't mind looking at yours. I'm not 
bigoted, you know. *,° 

The Fence. Failed, Bill?’ Why, what made yer come away with. 
out the prize? : 

The urglar. That's just it; we come away without the pri.e 
and couldn't oj-en the bioomin’ safe. 

os 
s 

Fred. Caught you kissing her, and kicked you out of the house, 
did he? Well, you rather put your foot into it, old man. 

Jim (sadly). My foot? 1 fancy it was her father who did that, 

es 
s 
No sound on the earth, no sound on the sea, 
Not the heaven-born thunders breaking, 
Can give such a terrible shock to me, 
Or so greatly my nerves set shaking, 
As the rang-tang-tang and the hooua-Looet boon 
With which at my door now knocks 
(With revengeful rancour) the postman to whow 
I donated no Christmas-box ! 
. s¢ 


s 
During the Ilet Weather. 

Irish Tramp. Will yer honours honour give usa drink of smarl 
beer? Shure, and it's as dhry as tinder that 1 am. 

Strict Temperance Advocate. I'm ashamed of you, my man! | 
should have thought that you would have known better. 

Trish Tramp. Shure, and 1 do, yer honour ; but from the look of 
you, I knew ‘twould be no good arskin’ for it here, at all, at all. 

i 


s 
HE didn't look very military, certainly, but he had been indulz- 
ing inno end of swagger about his eoldiering days, and the boys 
in the bar were hepiening to get a bit weary of it. “Ah!” he 
suid, “Never shall | forget the days when I wore Her Majesty's 
uniform.” “No, I suppose not,” said the man nearest the dvor; 
“er—how lung were you infor?” 
ss 
s 
English Tourist. The landlord tells me, my dear, that no one is 
allowed up this part of the mountain without a special permit 
signed by the police. 
Hia Spouse, Indeed, John ; I suppose that’s what they call a 
mountain pass. *,° 


Young Sharpshing. What ia the meaning of a standing order, dad? 

Old Sharpshins. That depends. my son. SLOPEL'S standing 

order is invariably “A go of * Unsweetened’ cold.” 
ss 


s 
Accident Ward. 
Tlouse Surgeon, Nave you any friends in London? 
Patient. Um afraid not. You see 1'm the man who invented the 
Develine whistle. *.° 


SHE teases the swain who before her kneels 
Quizzily, O sn quizzily ! 
Till the lovelury brain in his cranium reels, 
Dizzily, O so dizzily ! 
And arrows unseen through the window dart, 
Whizzily, O so whizzily ! 
For Cupid is wounding the young man’s h: art, 
Busily, O so busily ! 
ba 
ScENE—JIotel Caffve Room. 
Diner (angrily). Uere, waiter, take this confounded fish away, 
it's not fresh. é 
Waiter. Very sorry, sir, but it’s not our fault, sir: the ‘onse tas 
onty changed ‘ands a week, and this is some of the Jast landlord's 
stuck, os 


Wife. What a shockingly low dress Mrs. Flightly has on, dear. 

Husband, Yes, 1 wonder she's not ashamed to make such a 
necksibition of herself, . 

(And then she made him promise “to send it tc SLOPEK.” 
ss 
s 
At the Coneert. 

Te (wishing to be thought musical), Oh, dear! what a dread. 
ful yo aa nan is making of the accompaniment. Who is he, I 
wonder 

She. He? Oh, only the composer, that’s all. ‘ 

[And the rest uf the evening he wus very, very silent. 
ss 
s 

“Yes, mias,” enid the Trusty Chemist as he sealed up the pur- 
chase, * we call this the picnic complexion mixture.” “And why: 
queried the fair and golden-locked customer. “ Because, responded 
the man of drugs, “it won't wash off in the rain.” 

se 
2 

Sniper. V've just left Scribbles, the journalist, and he tells mec 
he’s cramped for want of money. 

Snapper, Humph! Writer's cramp, I suppose? 

[a 
s 


HE said he would gladly drown for her, 
To the depths of the sea go down for her ; 
But, alas! when she pleaded 
For bonnet she needed, 
He hadn't a single half-crown for ker ! 


He said he'd be proud to die for her. 
Through water and fire to tly for her, 
But, when out they go shopping, 
Although she’s near dropping, 
He bears not her basket (heaped high) for her! 
ss 
* 

THE Old ’Un is indeed a remarkable man, He told us but 
yester dewy eve that the day before he'd been as quiet and as free 
from booze as a cold boiled ninepin, “ Temperance, temperance 
is my motto now !" snid sweet ALLY, And why was this! “Why, 
when I've had my eighteen or socold Irishes, 1 just kiss the Salvi. 
tion Army sister that lives next door, and I think that counts equal 
to twenty ton square of bally sudas.” 

se 
s 
Outside Bird Shep. a 

First Cockney. I say, Bill, look at that there bird's crest. Ain't 
it bootiful ? eter 

Sceond Cocknéy. It is so, mate. Just like handwork, ain't it. 

First Cockney. Yus ; no one would ever think it were nateral. 


———— 


READ THE NEW SERIAL, 


WITH THE COLOURS: 


OR, RED JACKETS AND BLUE. 
Appearing Weekly tn 


° 
First Shopkeeper, 1 hear Wax:um has lost all hie money betting 
and had to go back to shoemaking again. 
second Shopkeeper. Oh, really ; a sort of dast refuge, I suppose? 
{ And the other told him he ought to have been on a comic paper. 


= Captain Firetrace can face any- 

thing, but when it comes to a drove 
“I may be hard up, but i'm blest if I've of cows in the rear in a narrow 
come down to needlework just yet.” lane, doncherknow, why—— 


LARES: 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 
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Saturday, August 8, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT COWES. 


—p— 


en? 

nobody could tell you but Bob, and I doubt if 
e could--in suvthing 

like a satisfactory man 


her, 

We started this 
wretched tour, as may 
be remembered by Con- 
stant Subscribers, in a 
singularly vague way. 
Bob (with the money 
773 being in one place, anc 
we humbkins (without 
a penny) in another, 
We are getting from 
worse to worser, and 
are, at the present mo- 
ment, suffering agonies 
on board Bob's horrible 
yacht. 

Being last week at 
* Folkestone, we feebly 
imagined that our next 
week might have been 
massed tranquilly at 
Dover ; but no fear, the 
Isle of Wight was to be 
ow resting place, and 
w:have been cajoying 
tue English Channel 
on ship's biscuits and 
similur delicacies, 

If it had not been for 
Lardi, Tottie and T holding an indignation meeting and insisting 
ou putting in at Portsmouth, goodness knows whether we might 
not have gone on to Land's End, or, for that matter, kept on 
sailing, like sv many Flying Dutchmen, for ever and ever. 

I never go to Portsmouth without longing to re-read one of 
Captain Marryat's jolly books and_renew acquaintance with Peter 
simple and Midshipman Easy. But there ts little left, 1 should 
ter the old Portsmouth, where these young dogs got into such 
mavtul scrapes, There ia, though, yet a good deal of the High Street 
standing, and its comfortable Inns, nnd, of course, there is the 
Victory, and “the spot where Nelson fell.” They did not sell the 
Victory the other day when Nelson's relics were dispersed ; but I 
should’ think, when the statues are raised to the memory of Oliver 
Cromwell and Mr, Brandon, who cut off Charles I.’s head, it nay 
run some risk, 

We are bound for Cowes, but land awhile and linger on the 
Clarence Esplanade Pier at Southsea, where the Burgon Opera 
Recital Company were giving an amusing entertainment ; and we 
Jooked in ut the Empire Palace, and saw and heard Mixa Billie 
liarlow. If we had not been ruthlessly dragged away we might 
havestayed longerand 
tujored ourselves ; but 
ltob had Cowes onthe 
brain, and there we 
liad to go. wo 

After all, Cowes is 4g 
not such a bad place. Uf 
A writer a year ortwo 7/7 
avo snid, “Cowes is YU 
one of the most in- CY. 
teresting and original 4////, 
aces in the world. VY 
The yachtsmen and 4 
yachtswomen adore /74 
the curious little vile //// 


. z yj 
lice, with its cramped Y 


Y 
tit eur ke 
Hf 


Ret why Cow 
Why! Well, 


Cuichiug « cri, 


its senside green; but 
they are inclined to 
look down somewhat 
superciliously on the 
layman, who cannot 
talk yachting morn- 
ing, noon and night, 
und who has not at 
his fingers’ enda the 
hame of every vessel 
and owner afloat. 
Every shop is devoted to yachting. There are stores where every- 
thing appertaining to a qrent can be obtained. There are bakers 
who bake for vachts, jewellers’ windows are full of little 
brooches and pins with the enamelled colours of every yacht club 
Ww existence, A cheery, homely place is Cowes. Peers and com- 
moners, princes and subjects, the aristocracy and democracy, rub 
shoulders in the narrow streets, which are crowded all day with 
the sailors and yachtsmen, bearing bundles on their backs to take 
sown to the water's edge, where the dinghy will be awaiting them 
to zo aboard one of the pretty vessels lying at anchor in the bay.” 

This isa very good description of Cowes. and the writer is quite 
correct nbout the nautical talk. It takes the female division some 
little time to pick up a smattering of ic; but they are generally not 
too bash fui, ana steer right ahead, right or wrong. Mr. Glenalvon 
Foss, Dramatic Author, when composing a nautical drama, said 
to a silor he steered across, “Never having been to sea, I have 
some litle doubt as to the propriety of my language. ‘Taking a 
Kee aut of your keel. or hoisting your anchor hard a-port, are 
dificult things to manage, although we can shiver timbers and 
belay. or avast heavingiwith 
safety.” 

A good old gentleman, 
writing about Cowes in 1806, 
snid, “The beauty of the 
women has long been pro- 
verbial; but to what 
physical cause this is to be 
ascribed, it is difticult to say. 
Certain it is that in many 
places we observed— 


“The form 
Shap'd by the hand of har- 
mony ; the cheek, 
Where the live crimson 
through the native white, 
Soft shooting o'er the face 
" ae uses b noes 
nd every nameless grace.” 
Good old gentleman ! 


Having but recently read 
Clark Russell’s delightful 
story, *'I'he Convict Ship,” 
1 am rather up in things 
nautical, and can take the 
elm almost as well as 
Marian did, and have as yet 
run nothing down. But 
now 1 have some personil 
incidents to relate. First of 
all, Billy caught a crab, 
Somehow he didn’t seem to 
appreciate his treasure. 
Secondly, I caught a sweet- 
3 . heart. which fact Bob did 
het seem to relish at all, whilst thirdly, the Dook succeeded in cap- 
‘uring an old boot. Lardi was at the bottom of this latter business. 


o 


Tue Duok’s tishing experience. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER'S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atiections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, ete. 


“BRAIN-FAG AND WORRY.” 


25 Alexandra Grove, Plymouth Grove, 
Manchester, June 22nd, 1895. 


GENTLEMEN,—I have much pleasure 
in testifying to the icrits of Sloper’s Pills, 
and can confidently recommend them to the 
notice of all Pressmen and Journalists, who— 
like myself—suffer at times from Nervous 
Excitement, Brain-Fag and Worry. 


Yours faithfully, 
CLEMENT GUILMETTE. 
(‘* Orion.”’) 
Messrs. GURDEN ¢& CO. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 932 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO.,, 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A EOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A GIGANTIC BLUNDER. 


No matter in which of our leading West-end thoroughfares it 
Le py suffice it to say that the palatial perfumery establishment 
of Messrs. Poppoe, Nachs et Cie was tlte set scene in this o'er true real 
life drama, And just before the hour of noon the other day, when 
wealth and rank, and beauty and fashion generally promenaded in 
that high-toned thoroughfare, a frowsy Ruasian Jew, with a small 
soap box hanging from his bent shoulder by a dirty string, took up 
a position in the gutter, slap outside Poppoe Nachs’s. Opening the 
box he drew forth a strip of paper tape, ignited a match by a pro- 
cess familiar to the wearers of fustian trousers, and, by applying it 
to the tape caused the stuff to smoulder. An odour suggestive 
nlike of scorched rags in the big oven at Woking Crematorium 
filled the air, and the exile croaked : 

“Von benny a backet, benny a backet.” 

Poppoe, in his ener counting-house, nosed the smell, and 
hecame furious. Nachs sniffed it on the breeze and tlew ina rage 
to consult Poppoe. It was something fearful ; it entirely obliterated 
the delicate odours of violet and mimosa which aroze from Poppoe 
and Nachs’s cut-glass stoppered jars, and effaced the sweet sugyzes- 
tions of lemon-thyme and oak geranium that floated on the breezes 
up the stairesse from the bottling department. Poppoe gazed at 
Nachs, and Nachs at Poppoe. but still the Jew croaked on : 

“Benny a backet, benny a bucket.” 

“Poppoe,” said Nachs, “we must buy the beast out?” 

“That is our only course,” assented Poppoe, and out they went. 

The venerable Hebrew was very ready to rell. He had forty- 
seven “ backets,” but Poppoe, Nachs and Co. bought them all, nor 
did they even want the penny change out of four shillings, which, 
of course, he hadn't got. They only wanted the Jew to go, and as 
his back-view disappeared round the street-corner, both Poppoe 
and Nachs started sprinkling the whole of their vast shop iluor 
with triple-extract of lavender. 


* * * * * 

When Poppoe rose from his bed on the second floor on the 
following morning, sounds of voices in the street outside fell upon 
his ear, Rushing to the window he drew aside the blinds, gazed 
out and——fell back upon the floor in a dead swoon. 

Just then Nachs, whose chamber was on the third storey, 
attracted by the unusual sounds, neered out. The next instant he 
uttered a piercing shriek and pitched headlong into the fireplace. 

Outside, on the kerbstone and in the were yesterday's Jew 
and exactly two hundred and thirty-seven of his co-religionists, 
wll in the same line of business, aud every now and again their 
united voices went up like a great anthem : 

“ Benny a backet or fifty shillings » hoonertveight !” ' 

They thought they'd “opened” a promising account with 
Poppoue, Nachs et Cie! 


LEFT IN TOWN. 


“THEY have all gone but me!” 

Large crystal tears stood in the out-of-the-way capacious eyes of 
beautiful Celandine Cripps, as she loomed up before the lace- 
covered mirror in her boudoir and gazed at her captivating 
reflection in the glass. A little heap of dainty, monogrammed, 
and many exquisitely perfumed, notes lay upon her dressing table : 
Minnie had sent word of her arrival at Aix les Pains, Edith of her 
starting for Bournemouth, Daisy had sent her address at Cromer, 
and Minnie was to be addressed to the Christol at Boulogne, 

“ All gone but me!” she cried, with a tear in her very voice. 

“Then why don't you pack up and go, too, dear?” remarked 
kindly Mrs, Cripps, who had entered almost noiselessly with a 
view of purloining the Aamily Herald supplement. 

“What's the good, mamma?” replied Celandine, [jiumnely 
“going to all the expense—apartments, railway-travelling, new 
frocks and all—-when, vou know, my ber bac so confoundedly 
perverse that I never freckle or tan worth a ha porth v' nate!” 

It was but too tru. she didn’t, But she wrote to all her friends, 
and headed her epistles simply * Scarborough,” and a trip to King’s 
Cross station, and a tlorin to an obliging railway guard did the rest, 
while Celandine speut an economical holiday in the exhilarating 
galleries of the British Museum. 


Wi 
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A GIRL WHO GAVE THINGS AWAY. 


—— 


GIRLS, vs a rule, are not so ready to give things away as you 
They Ml leave things at the “leaving 


may possibly think tor. 
shop,” for instance— 
a bracelet now and 
again, Sometimes 
they'll give ench 
other a kiss, if a 
man's looking, and 
they think it will 
make them look 
sweet and child-like. 


A giri will give 
noother girl the 


influenza when she 
knows it’s catching, 
ouly she wants to 
have her friend sit 
up in the bedroom 
with her and play at 
cribbage to pass the 
time away, As on 
rule, though, girls—- 
whether extra ladies 


—ure not over gen- 
crous, Jt was poor 
Flossie Jones at the 
Frivolity who wns 
an exception to the 
rule, 

“That girl,” said 
Miss Lardi, “ought 
to be called Fitz- 
Daisy MacJuggins. She actualiy lent Topsy half her screw last 
ghost-walk.” 

“And brought me a pint of shrimps with the heads and tails 
taken off and put in a gallipot, with a sprig of parsley stuck 
on the ats Fancy the wretch having the impudence! May L 
never sce Privatelli's again if the very sight of them doesn't very 
near kill me.” 

“ And she actually took that beastly old dresser and stood her a 
big port and a bun. Quite low, I call it.” 

“ And, then, look at her when she did corner-boy in red silks— 
didn't she look a wretch!” 

Now, as a matter of fact, 1 for one think that she looked very 
nice indeed. 

And I think 1 ought to know, as I had seen her in nearly every 
character in which she had appeared. 

“The gal,” suid the energetic stage manager, “ will never get on 
in this blessed world. She refused a ring last night.” 

As to now extra ladies get on in the next world L have no special 
experience, so 1 
didn't: auswer, 
It és wonderful 
but can a girl 
get on who refuses 
nw £7 108, emerald 
ring, alwaye 

mwnable for £2 

Ox! It is very 
doubtful, 

Now there was 
a constant visitor 
at the Friv 
Young Jimuy 
Sparks was 
constant — visitor 
behind scenes, 
He parted his 
hair down the 
mniddle, and he 
parted his money 
far too often 
for the liws of 
respectable well- 
to-do common 
eense. “In fact 
he always gives 
himself away,” 
snid the Friv. 
girls. 

They were 
specially down 
on him because 
he asympathised with Flossie Jones when they told him that she 
had refused the emerald ring. 

“So you never take anything,” he said to her. 

“Do you mean drinks or presents! Or do you want to 
nretend that you want me to take you or you to take me to 

ichmond?” 

Jimmy hesitated, and looked at her with a queer look ia his 
eyes before he responded, 

“You're very sharp.” at last he murmured, “ but [ like vou, and if 
you like to go out with me on Sunday for a row on the upper river 
—I mean a steam launch—you can have a boiler full of brothers 
and sisters to make the thing respectable, and perhaps,” he added, 
plaintively, and, 1 think, a little kindly, “the kids might cujoy 
the fresh air.” 

She did go to Maidenhead with him, and then all the Friv. girls 
yelled in chorus: 

* As if she was any more particular than we are.” 

They forgot the fact that he had been kind to all the children— 
wiped their faces ae 
for them when XO NGS 
they were hot, and . NY) 
gave them choco- 
late creams galore 
when the evening 
grew cool and they 
didn’t me!t. 

“May J give you 
n kiss?” said 
Jimmy, right in 
front of all the 
children and the 
uunts and that, 
when they got to 
Waterloo — station, 
coming home, 

“T never take 
anything ; I like to 
give. You're a 
good little sort.” 

So she kissed 
him before then 
all, being a girl 
that liked to 
give. 

Six weeks after- 
wards she left the 
Friv. : 

She was partial She 
to viving. but 
for all that hadn't given herself away in any way she shouldn't 
lave, 

Jimmy had married her, 
It pays to give sometimes, 


A constant V.situr, 


Wiped their faccs, 


hessed him, 


His family had made it up with her. 


HOW | GOT MY MEANEST CHAPPIE TO TAKE 
ME TO THE SEASIDE. 


She. Will you carry this parcel for me? Mind you don't drop it, 
for it is my new bathing costume. 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
or her Iriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 402.—Miss OLARE SYMONDS. 
“Speak, dearest, speak : give me but cause to hope |” 
oS is —The Dook Snovk. 
“Vain were the quest to find a fairer maid.” —Lord Bob. 
“ O’er me is thrown the mystic spell of love."—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) Merry times have been going on during the Election. 
(V. B.—Spliats and bandages much in evidence, 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


“ Remember the poor sweep, sir.” “ Next time I 
eee, you, my man.” “ Beggiug yer pardon, sir, | 
vou't give credit,” 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN 


[Saturday August 8, 18¢5, 


“Yes, Tama true Stoperite, dear, 
but [carry cohl tea about with 
me instead of * Unsweetene).’” — 
éatract srom Letter of Young Lady. 


CAMERA, 
No. 7.—Worthing. 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE DUKE OF GENOA. 


(1) The sea, the sea, the open cra! and A. SLOPER was in it, taking in the briny 


through the pores of his feet, In point of fact the Emiuent was paddling at a well- 
krown seaside resort. While studying the domestic economy of an easy-going jelly 
fish he happened to look up from bis occupation, and there in the offing, majestically 
sailing away, was the italian Fleet. “Heavens!” cried he, “the Duke of Genoa 
voing without being interviewed! Oh! why have I been fooling around here eating 
the lu:cious Jotus avd sampling the Iuscious lush at various marine hotels while | 
should have been assisting in entertaining Italy's gallant Naval Officers at Ports- 
mouth, and introducing them to Her Majesty at Windsor? But the interview! No, 
it is not too late!"’ Rushing off to his apartments he hastily rigged himself in his 
admiral’s uniform, and tearing back to the sea, where H.M. Bow Street was proudly 
riding at anchor, he sprang into the taut little, saucy little craft, upped steam,— 
(2) And soon was bowling over the dancing waves. A cry from the shore! Looking 
over his shoulder he saw his third born—Jubilee—plunging in after him, wikily 
crying, “ Pu puppa! IT want to come too!" A. SLOPER eased her, stopped her. 
He sat irresolute, wavering between parental love and duty to the “HaL¥-HOLI- 
DAY.” Should he let his child be dragged out of its depth by the hungry tide and, 
perchance, become the food of crabs, or pursue bis stern chase of the now fast 


disappearing vessels? He would toss up.—-(3) Ah! Mrs. Sloper is wading in after 
him! She has him in her firm grip! He is saved! A. SLOPKK goes ahead, More 
steam, and soon he is alongside the Re Umberto, the Duke's flagship.—-(4) “Come 
aboard, sir,” said he, springing lightly on deck and catching his tue in the capstan- 
stancheon-boom-taffrail-jib. The next moment he was prone at the Royal Admiral’s 
fect. “Rise, Admiral Sloper,” said the Duke, kindly, “such homage | appreciate, but 
an ordinary salute would have been ample.” Did A. SLOPER have a jolly time 
while aboard? What do you think? He found the Duke of Genoa every inch 4 
sailor, and the king of hospitality, While showing the Eminent over his fine ve-sel 
he informed him that it was built at Speszia, where most of the Italian ships are 
turned out. “I see, my lord Duke,” said A. SLoren, with his ready wit, 
“the once small fishing village now makes shipbuilding its spezziality.” Jove! 
how the Duke roared. What with grog and jollity A. SLorEk forgot all about time 
till a sailor at the mast-head sang out, “Land on the starbuard tack, north-sonth by 
east-west 1" Italy was in sight !-—-(5) While iu Kome A, SLOPER invariably does 
as the Romans. He would have jis stay had not the young persons 
sweetheart chased him to ti« coast with a remarkubly fine stiletto. For all that, 
though, the Eminent considers the [talian girls exculleut companions, 


AFTER THE ELECTION ON THE BROWSIDE. 


a 


(2) The Elder and his party have made jubilant beasts 
of themselves. 


(3) And McBung suid, “7s the game worth the bally candle ?—és cheap whusky worth gettin’ kuocked 


ailly for?" And echo answered, “ Not much !" 


saturday, August 8, 1896.1 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


a 
(eesgheo-aw : 


Marvellous -Maclarar 


Water-Waber- to SS 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


In spite of the General Election, heat, rain, thunder, lightning and sundry other things, Thave soon shall we Be troubled with as we here see :—The Libcral crew are now turned out, A splendid 
yet found sufficient energy to collect material for a champion show this week, Just cast youreyes = rictory.no doubt :—The Ranelaghites just now engage At polo, which is ail the rage :—Our Colonics 
‘upon it. You cannot fail to be delighted. If not, ask for your money back. You wou't get it if we can't deapise, kor Canada secures the Prize:—Off Putney gay the other day A porpoise 
von do! On wea go:—Heart-sick and tired our Afghan quest Departs for home for peace ant 


large caused some dismay.— Dear me, what a terrible nuisance this General Election is. Every- 
rest: —With joy we hail the champion yay Who beat all records Cuther day:—A wa crfamine one seems to have gone cracked about it ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A SLIGHT DIFFERENCE. 


\\3\\ 


Miss Gushleighs, Only fancy, I was taken the other day for 
seven-and-twenty. He, het 


Mr. Damper (anzious tu be polite). Well, now, shouldn't have 
taken you for more, 


Fatr Baris (to Scenic Artie: T suppose you have to be 
went, 7 able to draw before you can paint ? 
Fes, but Ailes... poses as turenty-ove: ‘Neenic Artist. Why, certainly 
Fair Burlettist, \t's different with us. Some vf us have to do 
a lot of “ painting" before we can “draw.” 


a 


ee 


ee nen 


, We fi fi 
f ie ft 


THE SHILLING TESTIMONIAL AGAIN. 


Georgie Hacket (to Grace, who has recently married Rub 


Near say, Grace, I s'pose you're awfully happy with Bub, SHORT: MEASURES. 


. Gus. Exence me, Uncle, troubling you, but--er—the truth i+ 
Grace. Yea, indeed: why ? : Tin awful short. 

Georgie. How'd you feel if you'd got about 89,000 bubs for a Tra. Taay, ien't it sheeking the way Flsie Pringle is coin off ? Unele, Don't fret your cizzard about that, Gus, my boy— 
hundred centuries, like the other Grace--W. G.? Alfred. Going off, why, you objected to the way she was going on yesterday ! your father was uuly tive feet two, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


ANOTHER Pank Holiday! may a million blessings rest upon the 
hewd of the sainted Lubbock, ‘The last he will enjoy until Boxing 
5 Day, it behoves the toiler to 

make the very best of this 
brief respite from his work, 
snatched from the very heart 
of summer. Myriad readers 
hail this day with delight— 
wople, many of them, who 
show no rest from their 
libours, except upon these 
rare and welcome occasions, 
Go forth, ye vast army of 
tuilers, go forth and enjoy 
yourselves; revel in yourall 
too seanty rest, and take 
vour pleasures how you will. 
The oceasion was made for 
your use, but try not to 
nbuse it. 


Ls 
Tue Doss-Kyed Marks. 
main. has this day been 


pleased to conferthe “ Award 
of Merit” upon PRIVATE 
HAYHURST, because he wen 
the Queen's Prizeat Bisley, 
“Fevther.” bleated the Ce- 
rulean-Orbed Corporal, “’ow 
is it the Mildew Court 
Volunteers never get a look 
in for the Queen's?) Though 
you know more about moon- 
shooting vourself, think, as 
their colonel—" But what 
Alexandry really Chought will never be known, for at this moment 
awelleaimed iakstand tlew from ALLY's hand, and an instant later 
a blood-curdling shrick proclaimed that the Mildewed had scored 
a bull.” es 
* 


It is rather curious to read that Labouchere was returned at the 
top of the poll at Northampton, Labby, it is true, was the first 
member, But cobblers as a rule are celebrated for sticking to their 
pet, ee 

s 


IF vou are ever in want of a capital lnnch or a first-class drop 
of “Unsweetened,” take SLOPER'’s advice and patronise the 
Punch Tavern, Fleet Street. Mr, epee, White is a splendid 
caterer, thoroughly up-to-date in his methods, and up-to-Dick in 
his dis;osition, His house is undoubtedly one of the most orderly 
in the City. acs 

s 


“Is the Englishwoman Losing Her Beauty?” That is the sub- 
ject of an interesting, if quite unconvincing, article inan American 
contemporary devoted ap. 
yarently to the interests of 
the fair sex. The writer, 
who is unquestionably 
feminine, maintains 
stoutly that for many 
years now the English girl 
tas been gradually losing 
the charts she once pos- 
sessed, and that in another 
fifty veurs an even pass. 
able looking woman will 
be difficult to find in this 
country. So highly ridicu- 
lous 9 contention is hardly 
worth comment, but it is 
interesting in one way as 
showing the class of read- 
ing matter swallowed by 
the Transatlantic belle. 


* 

THERE was a_tremen- 
dous crowd the other night 
round an old gentleman in 
n white hat with a black 
band, who was kicking up 
a deuce of a row opposite 
one of the large posters 
on one of Willing’s hoard- 
ings, advertising Arthur 
Roberts's new song in 
Gentleman Joe, Tt was 
merely A. SLOPER on his 
return from the Rumfoozlers, singing at the top of his voice: 

“She wanted something to play with, 
Something to love and adore, 
Something attractive and pretty, 
Something to love evermore, 
She wanted something to play with, 
Something to love and adore, 
Something attractive and pretty to love, 
To love evermore.” 
It is needless to say here that the Fabric got something to play 
with when he got home, Mra, Sloper was waiting up for him with 
the traditional copper-stick—in good working order, tov! 


* 

Mr. WILLIE Epourn has evidently 9 very good opinion of the 
money-attracting powers of Queng J/i, for he has taken the 
Avenue and intends 
to once again woo the 
smiles of Fortune 
with that somewhat 
boisterous work, The 
farce was tried re- 
cently at a Terry's 
matiner, and, if not 
altogether an unquali- 
tied success, at least 
proved that it is cnp- 
nble of being trans- 
formed into a very 
acceptable entertain. 
ment. The piece has 
since been written up 
and improved in many 
ways, and we wish 
Mr. Edouinall success 
in his plucky venture, 
He has not had the 
best of luck lately, 
and we are only one 
of the many) who 
would be delighted to 
witness the turn of 
the tide. | - 


s 

TUF Annual Festi- 
val of the Worthing 
Swimming Club, to 
be held at the Cor- 
poration Paths, West Worthing, some time in August, will be un- 
usually interesting this year, from the fact that one of the prize 
Cups is presented by the Proprietors of Sloper’s Pille, Mr. A. A. 
Frazer, the Chairman of the Committee, writes to say there will 
be a rare tussle for it. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Tur wrestling crowd seem to he having an extremely long 
innings, Not even yet ore the British Public tired of watching 
their peculiar, and at times ex- 
tremely absurd antics. Paul Pons, 
who poses as the Champion 
Wrestler of the World, is at pre- 
sent attracting multitudes to the 
Pavilion Music-hall._ The manage- 
ment here, though, do not depend 
upon the genial Paul alone. Their 
programme, in fact, includes the 
names of most of the leading 
artistes in the variety f iioeny at 
resent in London, visit to the 
‘avilion will do almost as much 
good as a week at u he seaside. 


* 

Tuk Grand Summer Season Pro- 
gramme at the Blackpool Winter 
Gardens is exceptionally fine and 
large this year. Chiefly among 
the numerous attractions is the 
magniticent spectacular ballet, 
Eldorada; the Land of Gold, pro- 
duced in’ a manner that would 
retleet credit even upon our Lon- 
don Empire. The whole has been 
invented by the indefatigable 
William Holland, and is produced 
under his personal direction ; and 
sillium is to be congratulated 
specially upon his electric curtain 
and effects. William, dear old bey, the Aged looks towards yer. 


= 

Ir Sir Henry Irving is not now one of the most conceited of 
mortals it is certainly not the fault of his brothers in arms, The 
umount of praise lavished upon him at the ceremony of the 
presenting to him of the Golden Casket would have upzet the 
equanimity of an individual of ordinary calibre. Not so Sir 

enry. J7e went through the ordeal with a calinness which was 
only excelled by the modesty of, his demeanour, 


It has only just leaked out that before Sir William ITarcourt’s 
defeat at: Derby, A. SLOPER was asked by the Liberal leaders if he 
thought the Ex-Chancellor of the Exchequer would stand a chance 
in Shoe Lane. The Eminent’s reply was brief : “Not a blooming 
shadow, The mere mention of Local Veto is enough to raise a 
how! in our classical thoroughfare.” 


s 
CENTURIES at cricket are now becoming more numerous than 
duck’s eggs. If the present rate of scoring continues, National 
Testimonials will have to be organised for quite a dozen cricketers. 
ss 


* 

Is it possible that Londoners are in danger of a water famine? 
It seems very much like it. Constant complaints are reaching us 
from our East- 
End readers on 
the subject. 
They asseri that 
it is far easier 
and cheaper to 
obtain four- 
half or Scotch 
whisky than 
water. The 
sooner that this 
state of alfairs is 
remedied the 
better, Whata 
pitv it is that A. 
SLOPER is absent 
from the metro- 
polis ! 

Ld 


* 

- BEForE his 
departure from 
these shores the 
Shahaadah 
stated that his 
chief regret in 
leaving England 
was that he 
would no longer 
be able to enjoy 
his weekly copy 
of Larks ! It was at once pointed out to his highness that payment 
of a year's subscription would ensure him that felicity, and 
Nagzrulla stumped up on the spot. It's a knockout. is ourchampion 
ha’porth, you bet ! ee 

s 


“Tr the advertiser does not receive £10 within seven daye, he 
will be compelled by force of circumstances to commit suicide. 
re TES The nbove sti culled from pala ge sa ate 
of a well-known provincial news: r, and for cool impudence 
just about takes the cake, * i ie = 

s 


AY electric cab, guaranteed not to bolt, is promised us in the near 
future. A cabman guaranteed not to swear over his legal fare 
would be a pleasing addition to this novelty. 

es 


: : : * .. 

Ir it is true, as claimed by our fair sisters, that they and they 
alone won the election for the Tories, the latter party must, in 
common fairness, reward them by allowing them to record their 
own votes during future elections. 

ss 


= 

WILL our champion yacht, the Valkyrie ITI, regain Old Eng- 
land's lost laurels / is the question which is at present agitating 
the bosom of every 
patriotic Britisher. It 
Ix to be hoped so. As 
far as yachting is con- 
cerned, we have too 
long been compelled 
to play second tiddle 
to cousin Jonathan. If 
the Valkyrie fail us we 
ure indeed a defeated 
nation—that is to say, 
without A, SLOPER 
deigns to throw down 
the gauntlet and tackle 
the Yankees with his 
famous yacht, the 
Tootsie Belle, 


s 

HWowarp Pav, 
F.0.8., writes to ALLY 
to the effect that the 
Savoy Hotel has given 
such distinction to the 
Thames Embankment, 
that London may now 
he said to be dividert 
junto the Surrey side 
und the Savoy. side. 
Tne Mildewed Ow 
concurs heartily, with a very strong leaning to the Savoy side, 


#, 

WE acknowledge, with grateful thanks, the receipt of another 
PG, for Mrs, Gordon Fraser, from one who signs his ietter 
“st. Valentine.” If "St. V2" would kindly send his address, a 
drawing by puor Fraser would be sent him at once. 


[Saturday, August 3, 1995, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THER WEEK ENDING AvoUsT luraA, 1895. 
—~—. 


4th August, 1849.—William Bradwell, : 
theatrical decorator and mechanician, died this ve Well-known 


5th August. 1838.—The Polytechnic Instity saa yh 
day opened. Walford says, “ At the west end is pte bu 
tank, 14 feet deep; this, with the canals, holds nearly su .., Nev 
of water, and can, if requisite, be emptied in less than one tint. 
Beneath the west end gallery hangs the diving-bell, whi Mei 
from the commencement been the chief and stauding attraction.» 
the Polytechnic.” at 


6th August, 1870,—On this day were fought attles 
Worthand t orbach, The day on which, indeed, ie om 
system of Europe was founded. For though it may not prove 
till time shall close That principles are rained in Blood, yet 
and iron seem still to effect 2 good deal more than tea ‘und 
Altogether it is a most famous day in the political, the relicion. 
und the literary history of Europe, It saw the death of St tes 
nic in 1221, and the happier birth of Fénélon in 1651, On ihe 
same day in 1623, Mrs. Shakespeare, xée Hathaway, quietly pase a 
out of the world; and exactly fourtecn years from that date tk 
great life of Ben Jonzon drew to its close, pattie 


7th August. 1169,—The foundation stone of Fontai 
was laid this day by Louis VII. It was here in Abe Galera 
Cerfs that Christina, Queen of Sweden, caused Monadelcii, |... 
yroom and lover to be assassinated, vane 


Sth August, 1540.—The nuptials of Hei v a 
Catherine Howard, his fifth wife, ee this day pelebrnior tg 
enable a pal ian Cleanness and maidenly hehavicn: * 
She won Harry's heirt. His marriage with Anne of Cleves voc 
unnulled, July 9th, 1540. oO CIRO fi 


Oth August, 1588.—Queen Elizabeth appeared this day at 
Tilbury, mounted on a white palfrey, and bearing a imarstia!'s 
pubes * se nage she le along the ranks, “the soldiers 
rending the air with acclamations of triumph.” She subse uei;': 
dined off roast pork in the Fort. » con ely 


10th A: it. 1792.—The Swiss Royal Guards were this day 


massacred by the Murseillois. 


or 


eee 


PROVING AN ALIBI. 


Bit. HIGGINs, when they bowled him out, 
Was nowise to be pitied ; 

For there was not a shade of doubt 
That he'd the theft committed. 

But William laughed, in careless sort, 
And said, “1 set no vally by 

This charge: for, when I'm brought to court, 
I'll darned soon prove an alibi!” 


Spake Billiam to his Beakship thus : 
“Sir, when I put my hand in 

Accuser’s fub, the Mildewed Cuss 
Was close aside me atandin’ !" 

And, oh ! the stainless youth was cheered 
Enthusiastically by 

The crowd, when he from court careere, 
Through having proved an “ ALLY ”-by | 


eee 


CONJUGALITIES. 


READER, if you are not married, skip this paragraph and pass on 
tothe next. It isa little bit of word-paintinz froin real life, which 
the uninitiated might think over-drawn,wherens the writer solenniy 
and sincerely declares, s0-help-his-ten-men-and-a-boy-and-kiss-ihe- 
buok that it’s true as the most faithful of the stars, and say more 
thun that no man can. 

Edwin and Angelina had had a deuce of a shindy over the break- 
fast table, uze he anid the bacon was rank, and his mother 
always got it cut out of the cushion and not the streaky, and si 
anid the bacon was all right : it was his mouth that was out of order 
after last night’s whiskies. Well, then one angry word fetched 
up another, and finally, after he'd flung the loaf at her and she'd 
sped him in the eye with a grilled haddock, they parted for 
the day. 

When he got back from the city he seemed quite repentant. 
Though his tea wasn't ready, he didn't complain, but, sitting duwi 
with his newspaper he began to read aloud some of the “descriptive 
flowery” p ing the account of the shooting for the Queen's 
Prize at Bisley. Allat once, when he had got her mildly interested, 
he put down the paper and remarked : 

“ Angy, old girl, dad se that we can't get along without euch 
scenes as the one we this morning, don't you think?” 

“T certainly do.” 

“Sodol. Just think, you know, if one of us should die—and, 
of course we must some day or other.” pi 

* Decidedly. But we could make it up when we met in the 
glorious hereafter?” 

“Eh, I don’t quite understand you?” 

“1 eaid, Edward, that when we met in the glorious hereafter, we 
should become reconciled.” ? F 

“Why, hang it woman! you don't know what you're talking 
about. Don’t overlook the fact that there are tire places, sand— 

“T have not overlooked anything, Edward ; 1 am quite as weil 
aware that there are two places as you are: [ have pondered ovr 
the thing often and often, and despite the fact that you are forever 
quarrelling with me over the pettiest of tritles, 1 have long mrwe 
up my mind that in the hereafter to which you refer, I will. iv 
memory of the few happy days that we once apent, bring you 
drink of water in the palm of my hand, even if, in visiting you, ! 
run the risk of getting my wings singed!” 

Edwin made no reply just then—principally for the reason that 
a suitable one did not sugzest itself to him—but, later on, he might 
have been seen in converse with the local chemist. Ile said 
wanted sixpennyworth of the most potent poison that could be 
introduced into a cup of tea without detection, and when i: 
chemist frowned and seemed undecided, he added that it wast 
Saeed a cat he had at hume, a cat with a peculiar fondness fur + 
cup of tea, a 

a SLOPER thinks it only right to add—(not caring to leave 1 
readera in suspense on the brink of a horrible crime)—that t« 
humane chemist did him up a geidlitz powder to look like pru--« 
acid, 80 Angelina wasn't quite settled after all. 


eee 


HE LIKE A SOLDIER FELL. 


“Fle died in harness, He was in the Life Guards, poor cer 
fellow ! he died with crest on brow and ateel on breast and bres. 
“ And how died the hero, then?" “Well, a wicked rival wsked |: i 
toa muftin and crumpet tea, and then half an hour before fhe yer 
on guard stood hit four gins and ginger beers. He sui his sa 
horse, but there wasn't—(excuse the silent sob)—any room Te 
his cuirass for him to swell proptr like, so at his post of duty 
he bust. And now the muffled drums,” 


—_— 


Every Wednesday. 
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saturday, August 8, 1895.) 
FIDDLE-DE (SIX) DEE! 


+ alvet eut announces Violin lessons at sixpence each—“A 
nt alvertiar stand a Glas of Silk ineluded.”) 
= Ho! ye who value the Violin, 
> y And eke would try the tip 
: é toppest tuition, 
*Twould seem that chances yo 
now may win 
Of getting in quite Sarasate 
condition, 
For certain professors it seems 
will teach 
That instrument o'er whicn so 
many have brooded, 
c: iere are some who give lessons 
at sixpence ench— F 
A Bun and n Glass of Milk 
included ! 
Did ever one 
Under the sun 
Give a sixpenny lesson plus 
Milk and Bun? 


Paganini was smart, so is Joac- 


im, too. 
Lady Hallé likewise with the 
w can twiddle ; 
So could William who wedded 


ddlers run 
And have at least one 
Sixpenny lesson with Milk and Bun! 


ee 


AT THE RESTAURANT. 
Customer. 1 say, look here, waiter, 1 ordered lamb, you know, 
nd vou've brought me mutton. : 
Waiter, That’s all right, sir, only you haven't put any mint 
:iuee on it yet. 
eee pee 
AN AWKWARD MISTAKE. 
Pave, bang! went the Inst few doors. “Right !" shouted the 
nard, the whistle blew, the engine snorted, and after a few con- 
sulsive jorks, the crowded excursion train glided slowly out of the 
nd settled down steadily on its journey to the shores of 
Margate, 
And one the many passengers whom it bore rapidly towards 
lat salubrious resort, there was not one on better terms with him- 
1 the bright young fellow in the bran_new fifty-shilling 
ist,” and the two-and-elevenpenny straw. For Henry Ledger- 
perfectly, thoroughly happy. What recked he that he 


sli 

half ina L.C.D.R. 
*third.” that there 
were three people 
tanding up; a man 
loving “Daisy Bell” 
“ut of tune on a con- 
ertina, and a dirty 
ut joining in the 
and wiping its 
aws upon his 
si “bas? Had 
he not left the hateful 
Mice behind him for 
ree whole days, 
vould he not find 
tela, beauteons, in 
remparable Bella, his 
retrothed, at his jour. 
nev's end? Je had 
not told her he was 
oming.certainly; that 
as his artfulness, it would be such a delightful surprise for her. 
nd as he pictured the amount of bliss he intended to extract from 
his brief “Saturday to Tuesday” holiday, young Henry almost 
hugged himself in Joyful anticipation of it all. 

A slight disappointment awaited him at his journey’s end. Bella 
ras out and her mamma had no idea where she was, Would he go 
nl tind her and come back to tea? That he would ! and off started 
lenry on his quest. He tried the jetty firet; no luck. The Fort, 
Bella. ‘Then he made his way to the town sands, and there was 
ie (air object of his search, He recognised her at once ; there was 
no mistaking that graceful form, even if the cream eerge toilette, 
ind thesky-blue paragel he knew eo well had not betrayed her. 
sut oh horror, what sadness was this! for beside Bella, his Bella, 
at aman, and his arm was around her waist, and her head sus- 
piciously near his shoulder, 

Witha few hasty strides Henry was upon them. ‘Fair, falee gyurl, 
e cried hoarsely,” plucking the parasol away from behind ; “ fair, 
alxe gvurl, it is for this that I have travelled —” f 

But he got no further, for leading off with a couple of stinging 
}eft-handers, the lady’s companion gave soung Henry such a dreasing 
Hown that at the end of just two minutes the poor young fellow 
‘as gasping for mercy on the sand, 

Then with his still available eye he saw his fatal mistake. 

Lhe lady waen't Bella after all. 


—_—_————— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No, 47.—THE ALBION GIRL, 
(After Mr. Gilbert's “ Little Buttercup.”) 
a? WHEN writers of leaders 
Lo Have penn’d for their 


readers 
Much sesquipedalian lore, 
Their brains (waxing weary 
With quill-driving dreary) 
They really have need to 


restore. 
Then the Albion's handy ; 
And, sipping their brandy, 
They gaze on the features 


so fair 
Of dear Little Goldenhead, 
Bright Little Goldenhead, 
Sweet Little Goldenhead 
there! 


Th ee het i 
eir pencil’s inspirin 
To Pumphs Mo Sacial 


design, 
I'd give you a penny 
To tell me, how many, 
'Twixt quaffs of the Albion 


wine, 
Have (by her unsuspected, 
By her undetected) 
Been wont rer slily to trace 
Snperb Little Goldenhead’s, 


Lithe Little Goldenhead’s, 
Fair Little Goldenhead's face ! 


=< bias += > = ae ee 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—_— 


CYCLE CoMPONENTS Mra. (o., LtD.. 
TaLronD House, West Dipspvry, 

MANCHESTER, July 20th, 1895. 
Deak ALLY,—Until I found myself in the envious position of 
having to thank you for conferring upon my unworthy self your 
honourable and utiful “Award of Merit,” 1 never knew how 
inadequate the English languago is to tind words to express my 
feelings of thanks and gratitude. To compensate for this dearth of 
language, I have decided to drink my thank: in your own incom. 
parable beverage, “ Unsweetened.” his [ do again, as the last 
occasion was ma somewhat at the “hanging " of the “ Award” 
(but 1 draw the curtain). Compliments to.my countryman McNab, 

with whom I sympathize, yours ever, fi, M. Scott, F.O.S. 

ne 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 42.—PETER PALMERSTON SLOPER, 
Born, 189. Died in a fit, 1860, 

PETER PALMERSTON was but a mere kid in knickerbockers 
when the death of his father, of whose cnrecr we dealt last week, 
made hitn at once an orphan and undisputed head of the Slopers. 
His mother, whom Beau Sloper had married for her reputed wealth, 
had somewhat myste ly soon after it was discovered that 
her fortune was but a myth, now that Brummel Buonaparte 
had also turned up his toes, the young chieftain was left entirely 
unprotected. For some little time, indeed, young Peter Palmerston 
received numerous offers of hospitality from various of his 
relatives, but the moment it was found that Brummel Buonaparte 
had left absolutely nothing behind him but debts, his kinsmen 
appeared in their true colours, and had it not been for a whip 
round at the clubs where he was known and reapected, Brummel 
Buonaparte, the wit, beau, and one time leader of fashion, would 
have been buried in a pauper's grave. 

But though by this generous act of philanthropy the late 
lamented was fairly comfortably provided for, nobody seemed in 
much of a hurry to adopt the responsibility of his sole surviving 
offspring. If there had only been a little bit of ooftish hanging to 
it, however small, a dozen at least of the little fellow's relatives 
would have taken on the job, at all events until they had got all 
they could out of it, but like the grasping, close-fisted hulks they 
were, they one and >! held aloof, and a speedy death from 
sta n looked uncommonly like being the fate of the hapless 
young ’un. But now in this desperate extremity came forth a 
friend, humble, it is true, but none the less welcome, no other in 
fact than the old family nurse who had tended Brummel Buonn- 
parte in his infancy, and who now eked out a rather precarious 
existence by letting apartments and taking in mangling. 

It was but poor hospitality for the head of the proud house of 
Sloper, but gara cannot be choosers, anit Peter Palmerston 
accepted the kindly disinterested offer gratefully enough, and the 
next ten years or 80 were uneventfully bencath the roof of 
his motherly protector, and thus it came about that Peter Palmers- 
ton failed to enjoy those educational and sucial advantages betit- 
ting his distinguished birth. 

But epace forbids us to dwell in detail npon his cheauered career, 
for losing his generous guardian at the age of fifteen, he was thus 
early compelled to shift for himself. With these disadvantages it 
was hardly to be expected that he would make a great name for 
himself, but if his deeds live not 1 his country’s history. he had at 
least no cause for shame, which is more than can be said of most 
of his more notorious ancestors, What he earned, he earned 
honestly, and though the broker's man was his most frequent 
visitor, and his “Uncle” his closest friend, he struggled manfully 
against adversity until the last. He died in a fit brought on bya 
surfeit of almond whelks, his greatest claim to distinction being 
his parentage of his only son, Alexander, the greatest and present 


Sloper. 
™ (To be concluded next week.) 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 6.—* TAKING THE GROUP.” 


81x wives and husbands six abode 
Near the Obelisk, 8.K., 

And they swore to leave the Borough Road, 
For a good day's seaside sprec. 

And each, ensconced on carriage seat, 
Did merrily sing and whoop, 

As to Southend Town from Fenchurch Street 
The engine took the group! 


*Twould take an hour to tell the joys 
Of which they gained a glimpse. 

What ale they drank, ’mid deafening noise, 
What heays they ate of shrimps ; 

Tlow along the pier, to fish serene 
For craba, they all did troop ; 

Ilow they broke the photo-man's machine, 
When he rashly took the group! 

*T would take a day to learn who first 
In quarrelling accents spoke ; 

But, when harmony was once reversed, 
Fierce civil war out-broke. 

And the jovinl twelve, that lee-lang night, 
Twelve Bridewell cells did coop; 

For I grieve to say, ‘mid the furious fight, 
That the constables took the group! 


— 


TOO READY A RETORT. 

THE man who stood in the dock was a rough, burly customer, 
and he was charged with obstructing 2 small thoroughfare ina busy 
part of the metropolis by making a book on the races, It was the 
old story : he'd been repeatedly cautioned, etc., but his offence was 
aygravated by the fact that, in his anger at being taken into custody 
ona big race dag when backers were plentiful, he had so far for- 
gotten himself as to strike at the man in blue who took him, 

“That street betting is becoming an intolerable nuisance,” 
growled the worthy magistrate, who was suffering with a slizht 

nin under the waistcoat in consequence of eating bacon and oysters 
i breakfast when there wasn't a solitary blessed “r” inthe month, 
“Tam determined to put a stopto this gutter gambling and shall 
fine you, prisoner, ten pounds——” ; ok 

“en pounds, eh, old flybuster,” exclaimed the betting man, 
impudently, “oh, well, that won't matter much, I've got that much 
in my bloomin’ pocket!” : 

The wily old magistrate heard it, but kept on filling up the 
charge-sheet. Then all of a sudden he continued the seutence, 
“Yes, ten pounds for the gambling, and fourteen days imprison- 
ment for the assault on the constable. Have you got that in your 
blooming pocket, too?” 

Then a painful silence fell upon the whole assembly, only broken 
by the cold, hard laugh of an adamant-hearted school-board 
official who was there to prosecute a batch of unfortunate fathers 
and mothers who'd kept their eldest kids at home to mind the 


baby. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

CricKET Mem.—“ Not out”: The Conservative Party. 

Alps not desired, at election times, by honest candidates: 
Togs jeanne 

“ HERCULES is known by his F 
by his Feet, 0! 

AN Upstart : The departure of an “up” train from the terminus. 

TExtT for Fashionable Ladies.—‘ Consider the lilies of the field ; 
they TOILET not,” etc., etc. : 

A“ SLENDER ” Waist: The waist of Justice Shallow's cousin in 
“ Merry Wives of Windsor.” 

A BAND which ties many a poor wife too tightly : er Hus-Band. 


"—and the Harcourt Hercules 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER. 
(A STORY OF THE GOLF COURSE.) 


CHAPTER VIII. 


THREF days elapsed cre John Septimus Stubbs made his appe:r- 
ance on the golf course—one of them was a Sunday, and Johns, 
Stubbs thought a black eye 
especially unbecoming on 1 
Sunday. He felt that it 
would almost look like irre- 
verence to visit the sanc- 
tuary with his optic in 
mourning. He was sorry at 
his inability—not from the 
cause from which he ought 
to be sorry, but he had 
thought that the church 
service would have afforde:! 
a nice 58 nade” pa for 
studying 38 Templeton. 
He had thought so, indeed, 
on the previous Sunday, but 
it happened that he gone 
tothe wrong church. There 
were, doubtless, 2 number of 
nice people there, but they 
were not those whom he 
desired to see, and so the 
service proved less _inter- 
esting than he had hoped. 
So John S. Stubbs stayed at 
home, read, and smoked 
u great deal of tobacco. 

On the fourth day the 
purple shade of the eye had 

ccome a darksome, dirty 
Fellow. Pa arlling a 
almost sappeared, = anc The application of the powder, 

John 8. Stubbs decided that ‘i es 
with a touch of powder rightly applivd he would be able to 
resume his studies of the game of gall next day. 

When the time came he found the darkened eye ina satisfactory 
condition. It was not only restored to its proper hue even with 
the application of the powder, but it would probably pass muster 
in the eyes of the general public, but John S. did not much care for 
the opinion of the general public. The only pair of eves he des. 
tined should shine brightly on him were those of Erminie Temple- 
ton, and she knew the canse of his disreputable appearance. 

John §S. Stubbs strode forth to the golf course, When he 
got to the first teeing place he found a crowd of people. 
John 8, Stubbs might have made his appearance had he 
chosen with a nose like a kidney potato for all that crowd 
cared, No one looked at his eye. All attention was fixed on 
a tall, military-looking stranger—a mysterious somebody who 

we had — descended 
suddenly at Porte 
seu two days be- 
fore, and who with 
a friend had at once 
gone out to golf, 

The first round 
of the course, two 
days before, while 
John was in quar. 
antine, the myste- 
rious stranger had 
nxecomplished in 
y oninety-six; in the 
second round his 
score had dropped 
to eighty - four. 
That morning he 
had established a 
record with 
reventy-nine, the 
lowest score in 
which the ronud 
had ever been 
completed, and the 
consequence Was 
that he was oa 
hero, and every 
right-thinking 
mile and female 
golfer, or adimirce 
of golf, were ready 
to bow down and 
worship the man who had achieved such a remarkable verformance, 

Who was he? That was the question on all lips. No one knew, 
All that was known was that he answered to the name of Smith, 
that his friend was named Stewart. That Smith looked military ; 


+P 


<—| 
Lt 


A tall, military-looking strauger. 


have her 
conversa. 
tion whol- 
ly to him- 


self. 
John 
Stubbs 
was a mo- 
dest) man, 
Hedid not 
for a mo- 
ment ima- 
vine that 
Miss Tem- 
pleton had 
thus hon- 
oured him 


- 


she 
ferred his 
company 
to that of 
any of the 
dozen 
others she 
might 
ave 
chosen 
had the 
military- 
looking 
stranger Shaking her by the hand, 
not been ‘ sf 
on the ground. He had a feeling that the honour was more an 
expression of srmpsthy with the misfortune to his eye thin to an 
other cause. But John was satisfied to have her company from 
any cause, and as he teed the balls for driving off he felt mightily 
content with the world.—( Tv be continued nert week.) 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. AT THE EXHIBITION. 


——— ee eee 
LA BE SS ALO ~ Se 
" > ve 
} * oe : Vins | 


| 


Mfrs. J. My first husband, poor man, w ie: 
but his heart was always on the right ae bet bacon 
Mfr. J, H'w! then I'm not surprised he didn't make olt 


No, oh8 -Prhoresson TAYLOR, FOS, 
“It is with a more than average sense of pleasnre that we this 
week present to our readers the portrait of Professor Taylor, the 
talente! swimmer, so well-known to lovers of the art in seueral 


and te frequenters of the Folkestone Baths in particular, For ¢ 
the Professor has well earned the bonour of figuring in these Ie. ¥ eae iP 
faces. wil the appearance of his portrait will be hailed with < Yon reject me 
delight by the mumerous friends whom he has delighted with Lola ete So i 

skill, a : many ils to whon has arted it. Our die, Then you «rive me to do something desperate, 
heron ate a Bat vias A Ste ty cone siento. Whi te zing wo ong ees eras ae yi 
of instruction, the Avél's antipathy to agua pura bene a wost He, Take a trip round the Wheel, deuce are we tu get near each other ty du its" 


jnearnnmnuite ot ie Hse but thet wid newer At e 

a Wo hecome ecient switnmners 0 hee s le tr i 

Chiefly be : he's wAt Hone" Aaiieraateraliereas create STREET ACQUAINTANCES. No. 10.— THE SWEEP. 
he ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ prosecuted to hia 2 


F.OS., a 
July Uth, 1999." — Le brett dinpreecd, — 


WRONG AGAIN. 
Grau'pa (who has given up being surprised at new fashions in 
eiothes), Hum ! new bathing dres< ? 
Aitty, No, grau'pa, dear; new bicycling costume, 


The Sooty One, who, when rounding the corner suddenly, gives your new thirty-shilling summer suit a rare doing. 


THE EFFECT OF THE HOT WEATHER. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO NOT BAD FOR HIM. 


The hoy stood there in abject misery, his eyes on the ground. 
“Madam,” he began—— “Don't Madam me!" cried the inliz- 
nant woman, as, with her nose in the air, she burst out of the 
room. [Sample page from our new novelette—* Mouldering 

AMuggins ; or, The Stab tn the Dark,” 


VOL? 
tt 


X 
~ 
5° 


\ 


Poor Lilly! she really did lead him 


Enel, Vveryone asserts that Tam warm-hearted, on most shamefully, al then, when 
Dora. I think this is the best illustrated pape Fragen Tere ee iit : bee BOUCUreLe thouyht it was all k 
Dora, | thin ats 1s Ue SU LUIS paper. lack, Anc am consi lered hot-healed, so we =lall make right, duwn came ier be-t mash from “Sas, Jim, I'm thinking of putting my boy to the tile-muking 
dom, Except “ALLY SLOPER’S,” or a ten pound note, @ good pair. town, and over weut the show. trade.” “ Which lotd'ye hima= Doulton, or Lincolu and Bennett ¢ . 
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